ACT ONE
SCENE I
When the curtain rises YERMA is asleep with an embroidery frame at her
feet. The stage is in the strange light of a dream.
[A SHEPHERD enters on tiptoe looking fixedly at YBRMA. He leads
by the hand a CHILD dressed in white. The clock sounds. When the
SHEPHERD leaves, the light changes into the happy brightness of a
spring morning. YERMA awakes.]
VOICE [within, singing]:
For the nursey, nursey, nursey,
For the little nurse we'll make
A tiny hut out in the fields
And there we'll shelter take.
YERMA: Juan, do you hear me? Juan!
JUAN: Coming.
YERMA: It's time now.
JUAN: Did the oxen go by?
YERMA: They've already gone.
JUAN: See you later.
[He starts to leave.]
YERMA: Won't you have a glass of milk?
JUAN: What for?
YERMA: You work a lot and your body's not strong enough
for it.
'JUAN: When men grow thin they get strong as steel
YERMA: But not you. You were different when we were first mar-
ried. Now you've got a face as white as though the sun had never
shone on it. I'd like to see you go to the river and swim or climb
up on the roof when the rain beats down on our house. Twenty-
four months we've been married and you only get sadder, thinner,
as if you were growing backwards,
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